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away ! For God's sake go and complain to general Denikin
himself, if you like ! I've said I can't . . . and I can't!
Don't you understand Russian ? "
Turning to rid himself of the importunate official, the
colonel made to pass Gregor. Gregor barred his way and,
putting his hand to the peak of his cap, agitatedly asked : -
" Can officers count on being embarked ? "
" Not on this vessel.  There's no room/'
if Then on which one ? "
" You'll find out at the evacuation point."
" We've been there, but they don't know anything."
" Nor do I know.  Let me pass ! "
" But you're embarking the s6th battery. Why isn't
there room for us ? "
" Let me pass, I tell you! I'm not an information
bureau ! " The colonel tried to push Gregor gently aside,
but Gregor had planted his feet firmly apart. Bluish sparks
flamed up and died away again in his eyes.
" So you don't need us now ? But you did before, didn't
you ? Take your hand away : you won't shift me ! "
The colonel gazed into Gregor's eyes, and looked round;
the Markov men standing with crossed rifles at the gangway
could hardly restrain the surging crowd. Staring past
Gregor, the colonel asked wearily :
" What is your regiment ? "
- " Fin from the igth Don regiment, the others are from
various regiments."
" How many of you are there altogether ? "
" Ten."
" I can't.  There's no room/'
Ryabchikov saw Gregor's nostrils quivering as he said in
an undertone:
" What game are you playing, you cur ? You rearlouse!
Let us pass at once, or . . ."
" Grisha will cut him down in a minute ! " Ryabchikov
thought with angry satisfaction. But, seeing two Markov
men hurrying to rescue the colonel, clearing a way through
the crowd with their rifle-butts, he touched Gregor's sleeve:
" Don't get mixed up with him, Gregor !   Come on. . . /'
" You're an idiot! And you shall answer for your
conduct! " the colonel said, his face going white. Turning
to the Markov men, he pointed to Gregor: